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visaged humanity that filled its busy streets. But
once away from the quay and inside its narrow
congested streets, the illusion was soon dispelled and
there spread round me the China of pig-tails and
waving shop-signs with which I had by then become
quite familiar. But that was not all. I saw some-
thing more in Shanghai that I found nowhere else in
all the thousand miles and more I travelled through
the vast Imperial domains. And that was the clash
of East and West with its inevitable influence on the
modes and manners of the former. I saw quite a
number of men and women partly or wholly taking
to Western modes of dress and Western manner of
living. I noticed in particular a set of smart young
men faultlessly dressed dancing in the Town Hall
at the free dances they have there each Saturday.
And it was quite a common sight in the main streets
of Shanghai to find a modern young Chinese lady in
court shoes and open-work stockings walking side
by side with a wobbling old woman in soft slippers
and bandaged feet. Imagine a good-sized pear cut
into halves and placed side by side with their
cut surfaces touching the ground; stick a stump of
smooth bamboo in each of the rounded halves and
then wrap tightly round each half and stump a white
bandage and you have the pair of feet of a Chinese
lady of noble birth and ancient lineage. In my year's
wanderings round the world I had been a witness to
many a revolting sight and an observer of many a
silly custom, but no sight I thought was more revolt-
ing nor any custom more silly than this of twisting
and turning and actually torturing the feet into the